* I respect his choice, and I am proud of him, that's all
quite true.'

6 And the other, little Benjamin, who has gone off with a
girl, I hope you respect his choice too ? Love, like heroism,
deserves respect.'

c You're a fool,' said Michaud. * And you are talking
nonsense.'

* So I am/ agreed Lolivier, c and I am all the more to
blame because I don't believe a word of what I'm saying.
Still, what are you complaining of ? If my son distributed
leaflets at a factory, I should be in the seventh heaven, and
bless myself for such an offspring.  Of course I should be a
Communist too, and a pretty hot one.   However, no such
luck comes my way.'

6 No news yet, I suppose ? '

Lolivier did not appear to have heard the question. In
any case, the telephone bell rang and absolved him from
replying. He lifted the receiver, and then handed it to his
partner.

* It's for you.'

6 Hullo . . . Yes, it's me ... What, he's dead ? . . . What
happened ? . . . Yes, of course . . . You did quite right. . .
Good-bye.'

Michaud looked troubled. After replacing the receiver,
he sat for a moment in silent concentration, his head
clasped in his hands.

'It's the concierge at the Rue de Prony,' he said, in a
gloomy tone. c Colonel de Monboquin died this morning
about five o'clpck. I don't know if you remember. His
wife wanted to prevent him going to the German Institute
to hear a lecture on archaeology. I was there, and I suc-
ceeded in inducing him not to go. He went to bed in
disgust, and never got up again. This morning he was
found dead in bed. So there it is. He's dead.'
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